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June's ‘Twins | 


b gpact- sun is shining and the wild strawberries are ripening! All 
strawberries are good, but I think none other Has the specially de. 
licious flavor of the wild ones. I don’t know why it is such a thrill to spy 
the first red-ripe berries hidden in the grass. Perhaps it is because they 
grow on long stems and hang in clusters. Did you ever- carry home a 
bunch of them like a bouquet and find that you had enough for a wee 
little shortcake? I did once. 

June brings so many happy experiences that I shall not have time to 
talk about all of them here. One short little sentence will cover most of 
them: This is vacation time! 

Besides the ~ June brings she brings responsibilities. Perhaps 
you have already noticed that Pleasure usually brings her twin sister 
Responsibility with her: Before we can enjoy a picnic someone must 
prepare the lunch; when we enjoy a ride someone must drive the 
car, and so on. The same thing is true of June. She brings you more 
time to play and a greater 5 os to be out of doors, also the 
responsibilities of taking care of your swim suit to see that it is rinsed 
out and thoroughly dry before you put it away, taking care of terinis 
rackets, baseball mitts, bats and balls, putting the room in order after 
an afternoon with paints or paper dolls. If your pleasure comes in the 
form of a —_ or party, it is the responsibility of each one to see that 
everyone else has a happy time—and of course you must be very sure 
to thank your hostess, if it is a party, or the one who made the picnic 
possible, for a = afternoon. These are little responsibilities, but 
the fun to be had is worth the effort, isn’t it? 

There is one more responsibility that the summer months bring that 
I know each one of you will try to remember. Before you run into the 
street or across a highway, be very sure that the way is clear. We grownups 
who are driving cars are trying to be very careful to see that no child is 
hurt this summer. We should like to have your help. What a joy it will 
be next September if you can all go back to school knowing that not one 
single child has been hurt by careless driving or careless walking because 
we all remembered our responsibility. Shall we try it ? 


Editor. 
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Baby 


By Anobel Armour 


I never saw a calf before, 

Not anywhere, not any place, 

Until my grandpa’s little calf 

Came up to me and licked my face. 


The calf was only three weeks old, 
Which Grandpa says is very young; 
The only thing I know myself: 

It had a rough, sandpaper tongue! 
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Part One 


HE DAY that the Franklin twins, Jack and 
jill, were ten years old their mother met 
them at the door as they came in from school. 
“This is too fine a day to have a birthday 
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By Rebecca K. Sprinkle 


party in the house,” she declared. “Let's take 
the cake and the freezer of ice cream and all 
the children up into the orchard!” 

The twins loved the idea, for the apple trees 
behind their mountain cottage were in full 
bloom. They raced from the house to the or- 
chard, setting up card tables and carrying out 
plates and spoons and napkins before their 
friends arrived. 

And when it was time for the birthday cake, 
Mommy called them from the meadow, where 
they had been having a treasure hunt. “Come 
up to the orchard!” she called. 

There the boys and girls found white candles 
flickering on a big pink cake. Delicate pink 
petals from the trees drifted down on their 
heads like pastel confetti. And Jill remarked 
that it seemed like a pink-and-white world— 
what with the cake and the strawberry ice cream 
and apple blossoms everywhere! 

It had been such a perfect day—until six 
o'clock that evening. The guests were gone by 
then, and the twins were inspecting their pres- 
ents again. Jill was especially proud of her bird 
book, and Jack wanted to have another look at 
his new roll of film on Yosemite National Park. 

But as Jill glanced toward the window, she 
suddenly caught sight of Mommy running down 
from the orchard. “What's wrong?” she called. 

Mommy hurried toward the telephone. Her 
voice was low, as it almost always was, but she 
spoke fast. “Daddy’s had a fall,” she said. 
“I’m telephoning Doctor Bob Terry. He'll prob- 
ably call the ambulance to get Daddy to the 
hospital. It’s his leg.” 
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While she put in the call the twins raced to 
the orchard. Daddy was lying on the ground. 
He laughed and tried to make light of it all. 

“Isn't this silly?” he gave them a crooked 
grin. “Climbed up to see about that dead limb 
and lost my balance. Probably nothing much.” 

But the twins could tell that he was pretend- 
ing. They knew that his leg was really hurt 


or he’d be up on it, hobbling to the house. 


So they stood by and tried to make jokes, and 
Daddy joked back at them until Doctor Bob ar- 
rived. He examined Daddy’s leg gently and gave 
a low whistle. “It’s just as well that I told Mr. 
Wheeler to come on with the ambulance,” 
he remarked. 

When Mr. Wheeler arrived he and _ his 
helper got Daddy onto the stretcher. 

“The twins are ten years old today,” Daddy 
told him. “Don’t you think a ride in an ambu- 
lance, would be a new way to celebrate a birth- 
day?” 


Mr. Wheeler was waiting outside when they 
left the hospital. ““You and the twins hop in, 
Mrs. Franklin,” he said. “I'll just run you up 
to your place.” 

They thanked Mr. Wheeler as he let them out 
at their gate. Then as they entered the little 
cottage, Jill sighed: ‘‘My, I’m tired! And hungry, 
too!” 

Mommy opened a can of soup, and they made 
peanut-butter sandwiches and drank milk. 
Mommy didn’t talk at first and then finally she 
said, “All right, let’s chart our course, you two!” 

She always talked to them as if they were 
her own age, and the twins liked that. 

“Daddy can go back to teaching in the high 
school next September. But this means that he 
can’t teach in summer school. So the summer- 
school money he was going to earn just won't 
be coming in. And it was that summer-school 
salary we needed to finish the jeep account.” 
For two years now there had been 


“Oh, sure,” Mr. Wheeler agreed. 


a special savings account at the 


“Hop in, folks!” They sat quietly by New - | bank in the village. The little sav- 
Daddy as they made the trip to the Six-Part ings book that Daddy carried around 
hospital in the village. Just before Serial in his pocket was marked “Franklin 


they started down the main street 


Family—Jeep Account.” And _ the 


Mr. Wheeler opened up the siren, 
picked up speed, and went right to the hospital 
with the siren screaming! 

“That was for the twins’ birthday,” he com- 
mented with a grin as he pulled up at the side 
entrance of the hospital. 


Doctor Bob and Mommy were waiting for 
them. In a half hour the doctor came out of the 
X-ray room and said that Daddy’s leg was bro- 
ken and that he would have to have it in a cast 
for several weeks. 

“But it’s a nice clean break,” he told Mommy 
reassuringly. “Nothing to worry about. I'll put 
the cast on tomorrow. He'll probably need to be 
in the hospital about a week. By September he'll 
be as fit as a fiddle again and ready to start teach- 
ing his high-school classes and coaching that 
football team,” he assured them as he picked 
up his little black bag and hurried off to see 
another patient. 


They saw Daddy for a few minutes. The nurse 
had given him something to make him comfort- 
able, and he was feeling drowsy. 

“Good night, you big ten-year-olds,” he 
gtinned at them. “Look after Mommy until I 
get home!” 

“We will,” they promised, as they tiptoed out. 


twins had watched it grow from 
month to month, from year to year. 

“We won't buy the jeep until we've got every 
cent of the money in hand.” Daddy was firm on 
that point. And the whole family had worked 
and saved to that end. 

The jeep was to make life more wonderful 
and exciting than ever for the Franklin family! 
It was to take the twins and Daddy to school; 
it was to haul their fresh vegetables to the 
Saturday curb market and to the summer hotels. 
In the fall it was to carry the boxes of apples 
from the orchard to the railroad station, where 
they would be shipped to market. It was to take 
them over the mountain to spend week ends 
with Grandpa and Grandma Franklin. And in 
the spring Daddy could attach a disk harrow 
to it and prepare the soil in the vegetable garden. 
No wonder all four of the Franklins had worked 
and saved to get a bright-red jeep! 

“That heavenly jeep!” Jill murmured when 
they talked of all the things it would mean to 
them. 

And almost always at this point either Mommy 
or Daddy would say very seriously to the 
twins: “We must remember that the principal 
reason we need the jeep is to keep good food 
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from going to waste. Every summer we have 
peaches that we can’t get to market because they 
ripen so rapidly and spoil so quickly. That is 
true of the tomatoes and the sweet corn. Those 
crops have to be handled quickly. Without a 
way of hauling them we sometimes can’t get 
them to those who need farm products. And 
waste is not right! We are responsible for see- 
ing that people who need food may have a 
share of the things that we raise on the farm!” 

“Like the camp for the orphanage children 
over on Roberts Creek,” Jill remarked, ‘those 
children who are brought up here for a vaca- 
tion in the mountains.” 

“That's right,” Mommy agreed. “Last sum- 
mer we had two bushels of peaches that I would 
gladly have shared with them. But we simply 
had no way to get them over to Roberts Creek.” 

“We need that jeep!” Jack murmured softly. 

“We do, indeed,” Mommy replied with a sigh. 

And now when the jeep was practically in 
sight something had happened. 

“But,” Mommy said slowly, and she studied 
the twins’ faces as she said it, “I think there's 
a way, if you want to help. I thought of it as 
we came back tonight. We could take summer 
boarders.” 

“Summer boarders!” the twins exclaimed in 
unison. 

“Yes,” Mommy was very businesslike. “Daddy 
and I will have to use the study for our bed- 
room until his cast is off. He won't be able to 
get upstairs on crutches. That means that we 
could rent our room and the company room. We 
wouldn’t make as much money as Daddy would 
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Mommy read the letter as they ate. 


have earned in summer school, but it would be 
a start. And perhaps we may have some other 
ideas about earning money later on: But,” she 
added, “I can’t manage the boarders without 
your help. And I don’t want you to agree un- 
less you’re honestly sold on the idea. It will be 
hard work, and you two will have to do your 
share.” 

The twins thought it over. Mommy continued: 
“Jill would do the bedrooms in the morning, 
help me serve at the table, and dry dishes. Jack, 
you would have to take over most of the vege- 
table garden and give a hand in the house. In- 
stead of play it would be work this summer. But 
I believe we could make a good start on that 
four hundred dollars we still need in the jeep 
account!” 

“And it would be a wonderful surprise for 
Daddy,” Jill murmured softly. 

That really decided them. They all knew how 
discouraged Daddy was going to be at not being 
able to earn the summer-school money. So then 
and there the three of them shook hands solemn- 
ly in agreement. Then they finished the birth- 
day cake and scraped the last of the ice cream 
from the freezer and went to bed. 

At breakfast Mommy greeted them with a 
fine report from the hospital. She had tele- 
phoned and been told that Daddy had slept well. 
Today he would get the cast on his leg. 

“And now,” she remarked as she spooned 
out the cooked cereal, ‘I’ve had another idea!” 

The twins grinned. Mommy was always full 
of ideas, and when she was ready to tell about 
a new one her brown eyes danced, and her 
voice was happy and excited, and she looked 
more like a schoolgirl than the mother of twins 
who were in the fifth grade at school. 

“The thing for us to do is run an advertise- 
ment in a newspaper in the eastern part of the 
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State!’’ The twins nodded. They knew that East- 
etn North Carolina gets extremely hot in sum- 
met. Many people from that section spend vaca- 
tions in the Smoky Mountains in the western 

of the State to escape the heat. And the 
Franklin cottage was nestled in the Smokies 
with wonderful views of mountain country on 
all sides. 

“The minute I finish cleaning I'll send a notice 
to go in the classified section of one of the 
Wilmington papers.” 

“And then we'll wait and see if anybody an- 
swers it,” giggled Jill. 

Five days later, there was an 
answer to the notice that had 
appeared in the newspaper. It 
was On gray, expensive-look- 
ing stationery, and the twins 
tubbed their fingers over the 
heavily engraved name on 
the paper—Mrs. Leland Jarvis 
Masterson. Mommy read the 
letter as they all ate breakfast. 

“Dear Mrs. Franklin,” the 
note ran, “I have seen your ad- 
vertisement in the Wilmington 
paper. I am interested in just 
such a place for my ten-year- 
old son and myself. Could we 
count on two rooms—one for 
Theodore and one for me? The 


around? 


Dad Means Business 
By Bernice Kruger 


Why am I such a sleepy head 
When morning comes 


“Not when we're doing the work,” Jack. re- 
plied. “Here will be this kid—this Theodore I 
mean—coming to the mountains to spend the 
summer on vacation. All he'll have to do is go 
to the swimming pool or ride horseback, and 
I'll be hoeing beans and digging potatoes and 


. shucking corn.” 


“Yes,” Jill agreed, “it will all depend on 
this Theodore. If he’s friendly and pleasant, it 
will be fun. But if he’s biggity—well, that would 
be no fun at all!” 


The word biggity was one that the twins had 
picked up from Uncle Remus 
years ago when Mommy had 
first read the Uncle Remus 
stories to them. They didn’t use 
it often. Most people didn’t 
seem to deserve it. But occa- 
sionally when they met some- 
one who was very proud and 
very haughty and very superior 
acting, they would give each 
other a long look and later 
when they were alone one 
would say to the other. “He's 
biggity!” 

“That's true,’ Mommy 
agreed. “A lot will depend on 
whether or not Theodore’s big- 


gity. And if you twins don’t want. 


rate that you mention in the 
paper will be entirely satisfac- 
tory, and we would like to be 
with you the entire summer, 
coming the first week in June. 
Will you confirm this reserva- 
tion by return mail? Cordially, 
Martha Masterson.” 

“Oh!” A hollow groan came 


My brother jumps right out 
of bed 
In just one single bound. 


Mom calls, and calls, and calls 
again; 
Her voice sounds far away. 
But when my dad calls me 
just once, 


I get up right away. 


to take a chance, we certainly 
don’t have to. It’s up to you. 
Make up your minds and tell 
me at lunch!” And she waved 
them off to school and started 
clearing the table of the break- 
fast dishes. 

They talked it over as they 
walked to school. 

“I'd hate having to wait on 


from Jack’s corner of the table 
as Mommy finished the letter. 

“What's wrong?” Mommy asked hurriedly. 
“This seems perfect, to have people ask to come 
the first time the advertisement appears.” 

“It’s the kid—the boy,” groaned Jack. “I 
hadn’t thought of kids. I thought we'd just have 
grownups.” 

“She spoke of her son,” Mother reprimanded 
gently. “But, we don’t have to take them if you 
don’t want to,” Mommy added. “It’s up to you 
and Jill. But I thought a boy your own age 
might be fun.” 


a boy who wasn’t friendly and 

leasant,” remarked Jill. “But 
he could be fun if he were a good sort. He might 
even be a help to us!” 

“Well, we won’t know what he is like till he 
comes,” Jack summed it up as they entered the 
schoolyard. 

They had known all along that there was only 
one answer to the problem. Even if it were not 
any fun to have a boy their own age vacationing 
while they worked, they were willing to oo it to 
get the jeep for the family. 

(Please turn to page 22) 
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By Nita Van Buren 


IMMY walked slowly along the garden path. 
In his hand he held a glass jar and from time 
to time he stopped and looked into a flower or 
stooped over and gazed intently into the brown- 
ish grass. Wags, Jimmy and Jean’s little brown 
puppy, romped about on small adventures of his 
own. Once in a while a yellow leaf floated down 
into his path. 

Suddenly there was movement in the grass. 
Jimmy unscrewed the top from his jar and 
pounced quickly. “Got him!” he exclaimed 
triumphantly. Into the jar he dropped a big 
brown grasshopper. Now he heard a low buzzing 
behind him and whirled around just in time to 
see a large bee disappear into one of the flowers 
on Mother's pink hollyhocks. Jimmy stole up 
quietly and closed the petals of the flower with 
his hand. Then he picked the flower off and put 
it in his jar. 
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“Whee!” Jimmy did a little dance of joy and 
almost stepped on Wags, who was jumping up 
and down, too, although he did not know what 
for. “Wait until Jean sees these! Wish she'd 
hurry and come home!” Jimmy felt warm and 
tired, so he sat down under the maple tree and 
amused himself by looking at his new pets. 

The imprisoned bee buzzed angrily, and the 
poor grasshopper leaped up and down. Jimmy 
picked a few leaves of grass and put them into 
the jar. “There,” he said, “that will make you 


feel at home.” Jimmy lay back on the grass and 
looked up through the leaves into the blue sky. 
The light hurt his eyes, so he closed them. Wags 
lay down and closed his eyes, too. 

Jimmy opened his eyes wide as he heard a 
queer, squeaky voice coming from ‘way above 
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him. He was startled then to see that he was lying 
at the bottom of a green crevice, with giantlike 
leaves of grass all around him so that he could 
hardly see the sky. 

“What is this funny creature here— 

Do you think it’s something we should fear?” 
said the voice. 

Jimmy trembled. He peeked up and saw a 
huge brown wedge-shaped head, which had a 
big round eye on either side and two long yel- 
low wands in front, which waved theateningly. 


Their owner continued: 


“Do you think it’s something good to eat? 
I’m hungry and I'd like a treat!” 

Then there was a loud roaring, like an airplane, 
and an enormous fuzzy brown-and-yellow object 
soared overhead. A large eye, which reminded 
poor Jimmy of a searchlight, peered down through 
the grass at him. A hoarse voice buzzed out: 

“It’s the funniest thing that I’ve seen yet; 

Suppose we keep it for a pet!” 


Jimmy tried to crawl under a nearby stone, 
but a great brown leg shot out and seized him 
around the waist. He felt himself being lifted 
up in the air and held suspended. 

“Its eyes are very queer; 
They can’t look to the rear!” 
said the big grasshopper. 
“And it hasn’t any wings! 
Do you suppose it flies or sings?”. 
asked the bee. 
“We can have it for a toy; 
I bet it’s what they call a boy!” 
cried the grasshopper. 
“Put him in this big glass jar, 
So we can watch him from afar, 
And he can’t get out to bite us; 
He looks as if he’d like to fight us!” 
suggested the bee. 

Jimmy kicked and struggled, but nevertheless 

was ‘put down inside a great glass inclosure, 


- 


which seemed as large as the monkey cage at the 
zoo. The bee spoke again. 
“Let’s go and tell your mother. 
I don’t think the boy will smother!” 

Jimmy now found himself alone. His prison 
was in the sun and its rays seemed unbearably 
hot. He longed for a drink of water. 

“I wonder if I will ever see my mother again,” 
he thought, “or my sister Jean or Wags. Poor 
little Wags, how he will miss me!” He tried to 
lie down, but the floor was too hot. He hit the 
glass With his fist but only hurt his hand. ‘““What 
shall I do,” he thought despairingly. 

Then he remembered that Mother had always 
told him that when he was in trouble he should 
ask God to help him. He kneeled down as best 
he could, although the glass burned his knees, 
and started to pray. “Now I lay me down——” 

No, that wasn’t the right thing to say. He 
thought a minute and then started again. 

“The Lord is my shepherd; I shall not want. 
He maketh me to lie down in green pastures; 
He leadeth me beside still waters.” 

As he spoke these words, the hot glass seemed 
to cool, and he felt something wet and comfort- 
ing touch his cheek. He opened his eyes. 

Wags was licking Jimmy's face and anxiously 
wagging his little brown tail. Jimmy sat up and 
clasped his arms about the puppy's neck. “Oh, 
Wags, I am so glad to see you! I had the most 
awful dream!” Jimmy's eyes fell on his glass 
jar, where there was no sign of movement. He 
quickly lifted it and unscrewed the cover. He 
shook it gingerly, and to his great relief there 
came a familiar buzz. The grasshopper gave a 
hop. “I am going to let you go home to your 
families!” Jimmy cried. “I know now how it 
feels to be a prisoner!” 

He turned the jar upside down and gave it a 
shake. The big grasshopper quickly hopped away 
into the hedge, and the grateful bee soared away 

(Please turn to page 24) 
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ORALEE stirred the pink fruit coloring 

through the pitcher of lemonade. She tasted 

it. It was even better than the lemonade her uncle 

had bought for the family at the circus yesterday, 
and its color was beautiful. 

Watching the sun shine through it gave her an 
idea. The idea seemed so good that she explained 
part of it to Cousin Red, but she did not tell him 
the part she was planning for herself and the 
new Percheron in the horse lot. 

Red took a drink of the lemonade, and his eyes 
sparkled. “This is dandy!” he exclaimed. “So is 
your idea! I’m going to telephone the other 
Spartans. When they get a glass of this they'll 
want to help!” 

Coralee put the pitcher into the refrigerator. 
She got a pencil and paper and began to plan 
details. She wanted the others to see at once how 
much fun it would be to give a circus of their 
own, sell tickets, and make money, which they 
could divide among themselves and use to buy 
their gifts for Father’s Day. Coralee was an 
orphan, and Red’s father had always been like 
a father to her. Next Sunday would be a good 
time to let him know how much she loved him 
and appreciated all he had done for her. 

She printed BOB in capital letters. After the 
name she wrote, “Zoo Keeper and Animal 
Trainer.” Then she listed all the pets each 
Spartan had. They could put her big yellow 
cat Cicero in a cage with his blue ball, and he 
would play with it as long as anyone watched 
him. Kegs’s burro Surprise liked to eat peanuts. 
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Coralee and the Spartan Circus 


By Lawrent Lee 


(Copyright 1952 by Erma and Vera Waltner) 


Pictures by Florence McCurdy 


They could sell sacks of them to feed 
him, just as the circus people sold pea- 
nuts to feed their elephants. Bob's 
trained chicken could do its stunts. 
Andy’s rabbit would not have to do 
anything but look beautiful in his shin- 
ing white coat with his pink eyes and 
ears and his busy little nose, which 
twitched with the scents that came to 
him on every breeze. The Spartans 
would have to think of something for the dogs to 
do, too. 

She printed other names. David could be really 
funny when he tried and he could wear the 
clown costume that his mother made him for 
Halloween, Kegs could furnish the music. Red 
could do stunts on his trapeze and turn hand- 
springs and make figures with his lariat. Chink 
could take tickets and ‘sell popcorn, peanuts, and 
candy and do slight-of-hand tricks. Andy could 
be ringmaster and help Red. 

After her own name she wrote, ‘Make candy 
and lemonade; pop corn; take Chimk’s place 
while he does his tricks.” She did not write 
down the plan she had for herself and the big 
new horse. That was to be a secret. 

She went with Red to pick a place for the cir- 
cus while they waited for the other Spartans to 
come. Red suggested the pit inside the founda- 
tion that was just finished for the new milk shed. 
Coralee wanted to rope off space north of the 
horse lot. This had advantages for her stunt. 
The fence was made of six-foot planks nailed 
side by side to heavy two-by-fours, which 
stretched between sturdy hickory posts. There 
was a gate in the fence. She could do her bare- 
back riding inside the horse lot with her audi- 
ence standing on the two-by-fours to watch; or 
she might ride from the lot through the gate and 
around the roped enclosure, standing on the 
Percheron’s broad back, doing pirouettes. She 
might even jump through a hoop as one of the 
bareback riders did at the circus. Everything 
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they did yesterday had looked so easy that Cora- 
lee was sure she could do as well. 

“O.K., we'll have the circus here,” Red agreed. 
“We've got plenty of rope down at the barn to 
string’ between the ends of the fence and those 
two big trees. I’m going down to the highway 
and wait for the others to come.” 

Anxiously Coralee watched him go. She want- 
ed to try her stunt on the Percheron, and now 
was her chance. 

When at last Red was out of sight she climbed 
to the upper two-by-four that kept the long 
planks in place. By holding to the top of the 
fence she could walk on the two-by-four all 
around the lot. 

Three horses were inside—old Jim and Jess 
and the new Percheron called Frank. Jim and 
Jess were good work horses, but they were too 
slow and sedate to prance around a circus ring. 
Besides, Frank had a much wider back. It was 
so wide that riding astride him would make her 
legs stick straight out at the sides. She could 
never reach a pair of stirrups or even hook her 
knees into his glossy sides. Rolls-of muscle rose 
on both sides of his backbone. His mane was 
thick and wavy on his neck and was just a little 
darker than his chestnut body. Usually he trotted 
around the lot, and even when he walked he was 
beautiful and full of life. 

She watched him nip playfully at Jess. Beyond 
him the lower half of the stall door was propped 
open. The upper half of it had blown shut. Jim 
stood near it, munching hay that stuck out from 
one corner of his mouth. Slowly he made his 
way to Jess and pushed in between her and 


This was far from the grace- 
ful bareback ride she had ex- 
pected it to be. 


Frank as if to say: “Stop your horseplay, young 
fellow. You've nipped Jess enough.” 

Frank rolled his eyes at Jim, but he did not 
nip again. He began moving about the lot, low- 
ering his head to sniff at a fallen twig or lifting 
it to bite a leaf from an overhanging branch. 

Coralee worked her way along the fence to- 
ward him. If he came close enough, she could 
step from the fence onto his shining back and 
ride around the horse lot, just as the bareback 
riders did in the circus. She might even try a 
pirouette. And if the other Spartans were to see 
her, they would know without tasting the lemon- 
ade that the circus was sure to be a’success! 

She was so intent on watching Frank that she 
did not see the Spartans climbing the slope to- 
ward the lot. The six boys rounded the corner 
of the fence just as Frank came below Coralee. 
She stepped over the top of the fence and 
dropped onto his broad back. 

The Percheron snorted and crouched. He must 
never have had anything come down on him from 


a fence top before! When Coralee’s foot slipped - 


off the shining ridge of muscle to his spine he 
started to run. She fell astride the shining back. 
She clutched the long, flowing mane. Her legs 
did stick straight out and were of no help at all, 
but she settled herself between the high rolls of 
muscle and held on. Around the lot the horse 
ran, tossing his head and snorting. Coralee clung 
(Please turn to page 21) 
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Son 


By Bula Hahn 


Picture by 
Herbert Rudeen 


OHN MARK was a young Jew. He lived in 

Jerusalem with his mother, whose name was 
Mary. We know nothing about his father, but 
his mother was a woman of position and wealth. 
History tells us that she kept servants and that 
her home in Jerusalem had a porch attached to 
it. At that time only well-to-do people had 
porches on their homes. 

In Bible times names carried with them spe- 
cial meanings. Often the name a person bore 
explained his character and habits. The name 
John means love, grace, and mercy. Mark means 
brilliant or shining; one with politeness of man- 
ner beyond the average. So, by his name we can 
imagine the kind of person this young John 
Mark was. We can imagine, too, the care and 
attention that this woman of wealth gave to the 
upbringing of her son, to whom she was ex- 
tremely devoted. 

John Mark’s mother was one of the early fol- 
lowers of Jesus. By reason of the size and ac- 
commodation of her home it was a favorite 
meeting place for Jesus and His friends. We 
can easily understand, then, what a splendid op- 
portunity the son had to meet Jesus and to 


12 June 


know intimately many of His friends and 
helpers. 

But even though he was an earnest follower, 
a loyal admirer, and a well-educated young man, 
John Mark was not chosen to be one of the 
Twelve Apostles; it may have been because of 
his extreme youth. His was a lesser role, and 
he served quietly, sincerely, and with deep de- 
votion. 

Many years later, when Jesus no longer walked 
on earth, John Mark wrote one of the four Gos- 
pels. It is the second book in the New Testa- 
ment and is called The Gospel according to 
Mark. 

When Jesus was seized in the garden of 
Gethsemane and bound by the angry mob carry- 
ing swords and staves, the disciples left Him 
and fled in fright. They were afraid that because 
they were friends of Jesus the soldiers would 
bind them, too, and take them to prison. 

But as Jesus was led away by the soldiers, 
a young man hastened forward. He wore a 
loose linen cloth or mantle wrapped around his 
body. It seemed that he would help Jesus if he 


could by walking close at His side. The soldiers 
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grabbed him angrily; but as they held onto his 
linen mantle, the young man slipped out of it 
and escaped, leaving it in their hands. 

The young man had at least made an earnest 
effort to help his dear Master. He tried to fol- 
low Him even though the disciples had fled in 
fear. Mark's is the only one of the four Gospels 
that mentions this incident. So it is thought by 
many historians that the young man was Mark 
himself. 

After Jesus’ death on the Cross and His resur- 
rection from the grave, the disciples and friends 
began the great work of spreading the teachings 
of Jesus Christ to all people everywhere. 

Two of the outstanding 


leave to go out to preach again John Mark 
wanted to go with them. 

Paul refused to let him go because he had 
once left the work to return home. But Barna- 
bas believed in the sincerity and devotion of the 
young man and wished to give him another 
chance. Too, Barnabas may have felt a certain 
responsibility for the young man’s future, since 
some authorities say that John Mark was a 
cousin to Barnabas. It was true that John Mark 
had quit the work once, but that did not mean 
that he would not stay with it if given another 
chance. 


So heartily did Paul and Barnabas disagree 
concerning this mafter 


Christian preachers and 
workers of that early time 
were Paul and Barnabas. 
They traveled about the 
country from city to city, 
from town to town, and 
from village to village. 
After one of their visits to 
Jerusalem, when they 
probably stayed in Mary 
Mark’s home, John Mark 
went with them as a 
helper. He looked after 
their food and lodging. 
He arranged for their pas- 
sage when they needed to 
travel by boat. In many 
ways he helped the two 
men who were devoting true. 
their lives to preaching 
the gospel of Jesus Christ. 


at night 


drops 


We Thank Thee 
By Lulu D. Thompson 


Dear God, we thank Thee 
_ for the stars, 

Just every little one. 
We thank Thee for the moon 


And for the shining sun. 
We thank Thee for the rain- 


And for the morning dew, 

But most we thank Thee for 
Thy love, 

Which keeps us safe and 


that they separated, each 
going his own way. Paul 
chose as a new helper a 
man named Silas; Barna- 
bas took John Mark as 
his helper; and the two 
carried the Jesus Christ 
message of love to differ- 
ent cities. 

For several years John 
Mark traveled with Bar- 
nabas. He was an earnest 
follower of Jesus’ teach- 
ing and he tried in every 
way that he could to be 
worthy of the older man’s 
trust in him. He helped 
Barnabas establish new 
churches, and when he 
visited churches already 
established he gave them 


But after several 
months John Mark returned to Jerusalem and 
to his mother’s home. It is not known why he left 
his work with Paul and Barnabas to go home. 
Perhaps he may have been homesick. Or, as 
some authorities think, John Mark may have 
thought that he was being disloyal to his mother, 
who was a Jewess, when the men he helped be- 
gan preaching to the Gentiles (people who were 
not Jews). 

Paul and Barnabas continued to preach. After 
a time they returned to Jerusalem to rest and 
to visit with friends who were helping to estab- 
lish the Christian church in that city. They visited 
in the home of John Mark’s mother, and again 
the young man came under the influence of 
these two great men. When they were ready to 


greater strength. We do 
not know if John Mark himself ever preached. 
It would seem that he was content to serve in 
a more humble way. He worked for love of a 
great cause rather than glory or reward for him- 
self. 

After several years John Mark’s work brought 
him into close companionship with Peter—the 
disciple on whose faith Jesus said He would 
build His church! Peter was a devoted friend 
of long standing to John Mark’s mother. It is 
not surprising, then, that soon John Mark be- 
came one of Peter’s favorite pupils. 

The time came when the Gentiles were ac- 
cepted into the Christian church. John Mark had 
no need then to feel disloyal to his mother or to 

(Please turn td page 22) 
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Silly Dilly Duck 


“7 TURRY, my duckies,”’ 

quacked Mama Duck in 
an excited voice, as she waddled toward the farm- 
yard pond, her family of downy, yellow duck- 
lings parading behind her. ‘““What fun you are 
going to have today. You are to go for your first 
swim. 

All the little ducks splashed eagerly into the 
water—that is, all but one little duck. He just 
stood on the soft, grassy edge of the pond and 
dabbled his little yellow foot in the sparkly, blue 
water. 

“Come into the water, Dilly,” coaxed Mama 
Duck. 

“No, thank you,” said Dilly, as he backed 
away. “It’s wet and it’s cold. Besides, I don’t 
think I would like swimming.” 

“Don’t be silly, Dilly,” said his mother. “Of 
course you will like it. You are a duck, and ducks 
always swim.” 

“Well, if that’s the way it is, I guess I won’t 
be a duck,” answered Dilly. “I'll be somebody 
else.” He turned around and waddled slowly 
away from the pond. 

After walking for quite some time along the 
dusty farmyard path he met a big brown horse. 

“Good morning,” he said. “Can you swim?” 

“Why, I don’t know,” answered the horse 
thoughtfully. “I have never had any reason to 


try.” 


14 June 


By Laura Arlon 


“Goody!” cried Dilly. “I 
think I shall be a horse.” 

“Fine!” exclaimed the horse. “I really do need. 
a rest. You can take my turn today pulling the 
wagon when the family goes to town.” 

“Oh dear,” sighed Dilly. “Would I have to 
do that?” 

“Don’t be silly, Dilly. If you are a horse, of 
course you will have to pull the wagon,” said 
the horse. 

“I don’t think I would like that,” sighed Dilly. 
“Besides, I am too small. Perhaps I had better 
be somebody else.” 

So Dilly wandered farther and farther along 
the dusty little path. 

After a while he met a red-and-white cow. 

“Good morning,” he said. “Can you swim?” 

The cow stopped chewing her cud and looked 
at Dilly with soft-brown eyes. ‘‘I’ve never tried,” 
she said, “so I.don’t know whether I can or not.” 

“Do you have to pull the farm wagon?” asked 
Dilly anxiously. 

“No,” answered the cow. friend the horse 
does that.” 

“That is all I wanted to know,” cried Dilly 
in delight. “I think I'll be a cow.” 

“Fine, indeed!” said the cow. “Farmer Barnes 
and his family could certainly use more milk.” 

Dilly’s heart sank right down to his little yel- 
low feet. “Would I have to do that?” he asked. 
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“Don't be silly, Dilly,” laughed the cow. 
“Cows always give milk.” 
“Well,” sighed Dilly, “I guess I will have to 
be somebody else.” 

Dilly slowly walked away from the cow. Oh! 
how tired he was getting! His tiny feet almost 
dragged along the path, sending up little clouds 
of dust. The dust made his eyes water, so that 
he could not see where he was going. He almost 
fan into a flock of woolly sheep. 

“Excuse me,” he said. “Can you swim?” 

“I suppose I could,” answered one old sheep, 
shut I have never had occasion to try.” 

“Do you have to pull the wagon or give milk?” 
asked Dilly. 
' “No,” said the sheep. ‘““The horse and the cow 
take care of those things.” 
- Dilly smiled a big, happy smile and sighed a 


long sigh of relief. “I guess I will be a sheep 
then 


“Fine!” said the sheep. “Stay with us then. 
Farmer Barnes will be here in a few minutes 
to clip our wool. It is getting much too warm 
and heavy for us, and he needs it for warm coats 
and hats for his little boys and girls.” 

“Oh me! Oh my!” cried Dilly in despair. 
“Would I have to do that?” 

“Don’t be silly, Dilly,” said the sheep. “If 
you are going to be a sheep, you will have to 
do as the rest of us do.” 

“My soft feathers are not too warm for me, 
and I really do not think they would make very 
nice coats and hats for children,” said Dilly. 
“I guess I will have to be somebody else.” 

He hung his little head and slowly walked 
away. 

“Oh dear,” he sobbed. “I’m so tired and so 
hot and so dusty. I cannot go any farther today. 
rll go home and when I’m rested I will try 


again to find somebody I would like to be.” 

He turned and started toward home. His 
pretty yellow feathers were gray with dust. 
He was so tired that even his usually perky little 
tail drooped. 

After a time that seemed like forever to Dilly, 
through a mist of tears he saw the blue sparkling 
water of the pond. He saw his mother, brothers, 
and sisters splashing and diving in the cool 
water. 

Dilly moved slowly and tiredly to the edge of 
the pond. His feet felt as though they were on 
fire. The water did look inviting. First, he 


dabbled one little foot in the water. How cool 
and wonderful it felt! 

“My,” he said to himself, “if it feels that 
good on one foot, it must be twice as good on 
two feet.” 


So in went the other little foot. Step by step 
he waded farther and farther into the cooling 
(Please turn to page 23) 
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NCE there was a smile that was lost. It was 
Tina’s mother’s smile. Tina heard her fa- 
ther say to her mother, ““You’ve lost your smile!” 
Tina loved her mother’s smile. She did not 
want it to be lost, so she began to look for it. 
She looked all over the house. She looked all 
over the yard and the garden, but she could 
not find it. 
She asked the dog if he had seen the lost 
smile. 
“Bow!” said the dog. “No, I have not seen it.” 
She asked the robin who was splashing in 
the birdbath if his bright little eyes had spied 
the smile. 
“No,” said the robin with a chirp, “I know 
your mother’s smile well, but I have not seen it.” 
Tina asked the little green tree toad who 
croaked among the vines on the porch. 


“Crrroak!” answered the toad. “No, I know 
how your mother’s smile looks, but I have not 
seen it.” 

The rain came tapping on the leaves, and 
when Tina asked the rain if it had seen her 
mother’s lost smile it whispered, “No, no, no, 
I have not seen it.” 

“I shall ask the horse,” said Tina. “He is 
so big and strong that I am sure he will help 
me find the lost smile.” 

When she asked the horse he was still for a 
long time. ““Where did your mother lose her 
smile?” he asked. 

' Tina did not know, so she asked her mother. 
Her mother looked surprised and put her arms 
about Tina. 

“I must have lost it when you disobeyed yes- 
terday.” 
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Now Tina was surprised. “When I went wad- 
ing in the brook instead of coming straight home 
from school?” she asked. 

“Yes,” said her mother. 

Tina told the horse about this. “Let us go 
down to the brook. We shall surely find her 
smile there,” she said. 


“No,” said the horse and again he was still 


for a long time. “You sent away your mother’s 
smile when you disobeyed. You can bring it 
back only when she can trust you once more.” 

“Oh, I shall come straight home from school 
always!” cried Tina. “I love her smile. Will it 
come back by itself?” 

“Wait and see,” said the horse. 

So Tina came straight home from school 

(Turn to inside back cgver) 
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God is my Father, and I 


He’s by my side wherever 
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Busy and happy all day 
long. 
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18 June 


By Priscilla May Moore 


Oh, carnival time is thrilling, 
And the merry-go-round is great; 

On warm spring days it turns and plays 

From noon till evening late. 


Oh, the merry-go-round has ponies, 
Galloping side by side, 
Giraffes and sheep and a bright red jeep, 
And a-white swan-boat to ride. 


But I like to mount the dragon fierce, 
Sputtering gray-green smoke; 

I’m St. George then—the bravest of men, 

With a shield and a scarlet cloak. 


Yes, carnival time is thrilling, 
And the animals do fine tricks, 
But the best thing found is the merry-go-round, 


Especially when you're six! 
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ny Our Stamp Collectors 


By Roland Rexroth 


N THE fourteenth day of 
June in each year the 
United States of America cele- 
brates Flag Day, in honor of 
the adoption of the Stars and 
Stripes as our national banner. 
It was one hundred and fifty 
years ago, on the fourteenth day 
of June, 1777, that the Conti- 
nental Congress adopted its 
famous resolution declaring: 


called upon Mrs. Ross, who 
was an expert seamstress, and 
asked her to make the banner 
of red, white, and blue. She ac- 
cepted, and offered the sug- 
gestion, which was adopted, 
that the stars be five-pointed 
instead of six-pointed ones. 

Thus to “Betsy”” Ross came 
the honor making our country’s 
first official flag. For more than 
fifty years afterward Mrs. Ross 
and her daughter, Clarissa Wil- 
son, made all the government 
flags. 


“That the flag of the United 
States be thirteen stripes, alter- 
nate red and white; that the 
union be thirteen stars, white in 
a blue field representing a new 
constellation.” Today our flag 
is of this same design, except 
that there are now forty-eight 
stars, one for each State. 
‘Upon the adoption of the de- 
sign, the Congress appointed a 
committee of three to have a 
flag made in accordance with it. 
The three committee members 
were General George Washing- 
ton, Robert Morris, and Colo- 
nel George Ross. Colonel Ross 
had a niece, Elizabeth Griscom 
Ross, who with members of her 
family conducted an upholstery 
business at 239 Arch Street in 
Philadelphia, which city was at 
that time the capital of the 
United States. The committee 


The stamp that we illustrate 
shows Mrs. Ross displaying the 
almost-completed flag for the 
approval of the committee. The 
stamp was issued January 1 of 
this year in honor of the two- 
hundredth birthday anniversary 
of Betsy Ross. 

The design of the stamp is 
taken from the famous painting 
by Charles H. Weisgerber, 
“The Birth of Our Nation’s 
Flag.” Mr. Weisgerber, a Phila- 


_delphia artist, completed the 


painting in 1893, and it was 
first displayed in the Pennsyl- 
vania Building at the Colum- 
bian National Exposition in 
Chicago. 

The home of Betsy Ross is 
now preserved as a national 
shrine, and is visited annually 
by thousands of patriotic 
Americans. 
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Morning Prayer 
By Florence Taylor 


Today, dear God, 
In all I do 

Pll try to show 
That I love you. 


Coralee and the 
Spartan Circus 
(Continued from page 11) 


to the lower part of his mane as 
best she could. This was far 


from the graceful bareback ride — 


she had expected it to be, but 
she stayed on. There seemed 
nothing else to do. 


Frank started for the barn. 
She knew that when he reached 
the stall door with its upper 
part blown shut he would go 
under, but she would not. She 
would be brushed off! And she 
might be hurt if Frank went in 
too fast. 

Desperately she wondered 
what she could do. Old Jim 
and Jess were standing quietly 
at one side, watching. They 
would make her no trouble. 

The half-closed door was get- 
ting closer and closer. Dimly 
she heard shouts and cries be- 
hind her. They were confused 
and meant little to her until 
they turned into one loud voice 
shouting over and over, “Push 
yourself off his back, over his 
tail!” 

Suddenly she understood. She 
wriggled onto her stomach, and 
her arms were like two rods 
pushing her back. As the horse 


went under the closed half 
door, she thrust hard against 
him and shot off over his tail. 
His heels missed her because 
she pushed hard and he was 
running fast. 

She landed on her hands and 
knees and felt the grit of the 
horse lot cut into them, but she 
was not really hurt. She got up 
and started toward the gate 
on legs that were trembling. 
Breathing fast and flushed with 
embarrassment, she saw along 
the top of the fence the grin- 
ning faces of six Spartans! 

Red jumped down first. 
“What happened?” he asked 
excitingly as he opened the gate 
for her. 

She herself was so mystified 
that her explanation came slow- 
ly. “I was going to fide Frank 
bareback,” she said. “Like the 
women in the circus yesterday. 
It looked easy. But his back is 
awfully slick. And I guess he 
didn’t understand.” 
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Children’s Day 
By Nona Keen Duffy 


This lovely day 
Is set apart 

For those we love 
With all our heart. 


“It’s Children’s Day! 

It’s Children’s Day!” 
That’s what the ringing 
Bells all say. 


It’s Children’s Day, 
The day in June 
When days are fair 

And most in tune. 


_When boys and girls 
Are glad and gay 
It’s then we have 
Our Children’s Day! 


Evening Prayer 
By Florence Taylor 


Dear God, let 
Children everywhere 

Be kept safe in 
Your loving care. 


The other Spartans crowded 
around them. 


“Those circus horses get 
trained for that from the time 
they're colts,” Bob informed 
Coralee. “And their riders 
train, too. Besides, they have 
shoes with special soles.” 

Kegs added: “Talk about 
things that look easy! I see them 
every time I go to a concert 
and watch other people play the 
violin. The easier it looks, the 
longer they’ve practiced!” 

“We don’t need anything sen- 
sational, like a bareback rider,” 
Andy said, practically. “Let's 
get to work with the things 
we've already tamed. I need a 
lot of money for what I want to 
buy for Father’s Day.” 

Coralee’s eyes danced with 
sudden amusement at herself. 
“I second that motion!” she 
said. “We've got plenty that'll 
sell better than bareback riding 
the way I do it!” 

The circus was a success. The 
Friday before Father’s Day it 
closed with two dollars for each 
Spartan to add to his savings 
for a Father’s Day gift. Cora- 
lee and Red were happy with 
the gift they bought together 
and so was the man who got it 
on that happy day in June! 
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A Rich Woman’s Son 


(Continued from page 13) 


his mother’s people. He may 
even have helped to bring this 
about, for in his own heart he 
long had believed that Jesus’ 
teaching was for all people. 

When after many years of 
humble work Mark began the 
great task of writing down the 
things he knew and remem- 
bered about Jesus, he took great 
care to explain Jewish words 
and customs. It is clear that he 
wished above everything to 
help the Gentile reader under- 
stand the story and teachings 
of Jesus. 


The good and great men 
with whom John Mark worked 
and studied had an important 
influence on his life. The Gos- 
pel according to Mark, as we 
read it in the New Testament, 


stands as a beautiful memorial - 


to a man who earnestly and 
honestly tried again, after he 
had failed once, and made a 
lasting success of his life. 


That Heavenly -Jeep 


(Continued from page 7) 


At noon they told Mommy, 
and she smiled and said, “Very 
well, then, here we go on our 
summer boarder project!” And 
she went in to the typewriter to 
get a note off to Mrs. Master- 
son saying that they would ex- 


pect her and Theodore the first 


Monday in June. 

The next day Daddy came 
home in the ambulance. As a 
special home coming the twins 
had brought in great armfuls of 
spring blossoms until the little 
cottage looked like a gay flow- 
er garden. They had helped 
Mommy convert the study into 


a cheerful, comfortable, sum- 
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mer bedroom for Daddy and 
herself. 

And Jill and Mommy had 
made three loaves of brown 
bread, which Daddy liked so 
much, and a lemon pie, which 
was his favorite dessert. They 
brought his supper to him on a 
tray, and while he finished the 
last bite of lemon pie they told 
him of their plan. 

He put his fork down care- 
fully on the plate and for a 
moment didn’t say a word. 
Then he reached out for a twin 
with each arm and gave them 
one of his biggest and best bear 
hugs. “You twins!” he said. 
That was all, but the twins 
knew how pleased he was that 
the jeep account was to grow 
during the summer rather than 
remain at a standstill. 


The last two weeks of May- 


‘simply flew by. On Saturday 
the twins helped Mommy clean 
the two bedrooms that were 
to be occupied by the Master- 
sons. The dotted-swiss curtains 
hung crisp and snowy at the 
windows. Yellow shag rugs, 
fluffy and fresh from the sunny 
clothesline, were ready to go 
down by the beds. 

Jack and Jill carefully in- 
spected the rooms on Sunday 
afternoon. 

“Well, they'll be here to- 
morrow,” said Jill. “I wonder 
how Theodore will like his 
room.” 


Rainy Day 
By Anobel Armour 


It’s better in the house than 
out 

When rain pours like a water- 
spout; 

For though I like to be out- 
side 

On sunny days, gray days I 
hide, 


And Mother hunts and hunts 
for me. 

“Where do you think that he 
can be? 

I saw him somewhere just this 
minute. 


Now there’s a chair—can he 
be in it?” 


I laugh and turn all warm in- 
side 

Because I like to run and hide 

And like for her to find me, 
too, 

The way she always seems to 
do. 


Although I hide behind a 
door 

Or somewhere I’ve not been 
before. 

For then we always laugh to- 
gether, 

First at us—then at the 
weather! 


“He ought to like it,” de- 
clared Jack. “You can look 
right out this back window 


and see the Bald,” and he 
pointed toward the great moun- 
tain, which was slowly turn- 
ing purple in the late afternoon 
sunlight. “I still wonder if he'll 
be biggity.” 

“We'll soon see,” said Jill as 
she quietly closed the door to 
the company room. 

(To be continued) 


Silly Dilly Duck 
(Continued from page 15) 


water. The hot, dusty feeling 
was all gone. Dilly felt fine. 

“Why, Dilly!” he suddenly 
heard his mother exclaim. 
“You are a splendid swim- 
mer.” 

Dilly looked up at his moth- 
er. Then he looked down at 
the water all around him. His 
eyes opened wide. “Am I swim- 
ming?” he cried. 

“Don’t be silly, Dilly,” 
laughed his mother. “Of course 
you are swimming. You are a 
duck, and all ducks swim as I 
told you before.” 

“Well, for goodness’ sake!” 
chuckled Dilly. “That is a joke 
on me. I certainly was silly. 
Swimming is lots and lots of 
fun. I never again will want 
to be anybody else but just 
me.” 
“Just being yourself,. is al- 
ways the best thing to be,” said 
Mama Duck with a smile. 


xk THE PRAYER OF FAITH 


God is my help in every 
need ; 

God does my every hunger 
feed; 

God dwells within me, 
guides my way 

Through every moment, 
night and day. 


(Adapted ) 
I now am wise, I now am 
true, 
Patient, kind, and loving, 
too. 
All things I am, can do, and 
be, 


Through Christ, the Truth 
that is in me. 


God is my health, I can’t be 
sick; 

God is my strength, unfail- 
ing, quick; 

God is my all, I know no 
fear, 

Since God and love and 
Truth are here. 

—Hannah More Kobhaus. 
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Toothpick Furniture 
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By Edward Benson 


ITH A box of round toothpicks and a tube of model-airplane 
glue you are ready to create some interesting objects. 

To make the upright pieces for the back of the chair (A) 
long: enough, splice two toothpicks by putting a touch of glue on 
one and holding another on it until the glue sets. Then fasten 
the crosspieces to the back in the same way. B shows the completed 
chair. 

Use the stopper from the tube of glue (C) to add the glue 
or use a toothpick as a glue brush. 

The log cabin is started as shown in D. Place glue wherever 
the toothpicks cross. The doorway is made by breaking a tooth- 
pick and using the pieces as in D and E. Keep stacking up tooth- 
picks with glue at the corners until you have your cabin as high 
as you want it. The roof is like the chair bottom. It is a row of 
toothpicks glued at each end where they rest on the cross sticks. 


See if you can make a table, a bed, or another object using the 
same materials. 


— 


A Lesson for Jimmy tle creatures. 


(Continued from page 9) 


into the sunlight. Jimmy’s heart 
soared, too, happy that he had 
not really hurt any of God's lit- 


24 June 


“Come on, Wags. Let’s see 
if supper is ready. I’m half 
starved!” 

And the way Wags raced up 
the garden path you could see 
that he was half starved, too! 


Games to Make 
and Play | 


Alphabet Game 
By Alice Crowell Hoffman 


Cut twenty-six small cards from 
stiff paper. Print the letters of the 
alphabet on them, putting one let- 
ter on each card. Use your crayons 
or a soft-black pencil. Print the 
letters plainly. 

To play the — the cards 
on the table with the letters turned 
down. A player begins the game by 
turning up a card saying, “An ani- 
mal,” which means that an ani- 
mal beginning with the letter 
turned up is to be named. The first 
player to guess the letter and name 
an animal gets the card and turns 
up another card, asking for what 
he wants. He might say, “Something 
to eat,” or “Something to wear” 
and so on. The game goes on as 
long as there are cards left on the 
table. The player who has the most 


cards when the game ends is the 


winner, 
Newspaper Game 
By Laura Arlon 


To play the newspaper game, 
all each player needs is one 
page of a newspaper, a pencil, 
and a piece of writing paper. 

With eyes closed, the first 
player brings the point of his 
pencil down on his newspaper. 
After opening his eyes and 
reading the word on which his 
pencil rests, he writes the word 
on his writing paper. The next 


player does the same, and so on 


until all the players have had 
a turn, The first player then 
takes a second turn, and so on 
around the group until a player 
makes a complete sentence out 
of the words he has written on 
his sheet of writing paper. 
Some of the sentences will be 
very funny. 
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Game of Children 
By Vincent A. Otto 


How many words can you 
make out of the letters found 
in the word CHILDREN? Here 
is a word to start you off: hen. 
You see, it’s easy. You can 
make at least twenty words out 
of the letters found in the word 
CHILDREN, and all but two 
of them are three- or four-letter 
words that you should know. 
Good luck! 


| Magic Toothpicks 
By Laura Arlon 


Here is a trick that you will 
enjoy doing. Try it yourself first, 
just for the fun of watching the 
“magic.” Then, use it as a stunt 
to fool your friends. 


You will need five flat tooth- 


picks. Bend them in the mid- 
dle, but do not break them 
clear through. Arrange them 
on a table so that the broken 
ends come together. Now, with 
the end of a teaspoon, drop a 
large drop of water where the 
broken toothpicks come to- 
gether. Watch what happens. 


2 


To fool your friends, ar- 
range the broken toothpicks, 
and then ask if anyone can 
make a five pointed star with- 
out touching the toothpicks. 
When they give up, you drop 
on the water and surprise them. 


A Button Bag 


By Joanne Dee 


ET’s make a button bag. This bag is handy to keep buttons in, 

for it opens out almost flat so that you can sort over the but- 

tons and find the one you want. It is also useful to put doll clothes 
in, or you can tuck a sandwich and apple in it for a hike. 


Out of paper cut a circle 1714 inches across for a pattern. 
Place the pattern on a piece of felt and draw around it with chalk. 
Cut out your felt. Felt is nice because it does not have to be lined 
or hemmed, but any good firm material will do. 


With heavy-duty thread sew twelve small brass or bone rings 
around the edge of your circle. Rings like those you sew in the 
corner of pot holders are good. Space these rings about 41/, inches 
apart and sew as in the diagram so that the rings are at right 
angles from the material. 


Now take two lengths of grosgrain ribbon, each piece 11/ 
yards long, and run one ribbon through all twelve rings and tie 
a bow at the tip end. Run the other ribbon through all the rings, 
but start at the opposite side and tie this ribbon in a bow also. 
When you pull on your bows the bag will close and look like the 
one in the drawing. 


If you use cotton, wool, or silk material allow an extra half 
inch for a seam and cut circle of lining material. Lay the two 
circles together with the right sides together and stitch around 
them, leaving a small open space. Turn the materials right side 
out and close the opening. When you have done this neatly, it 
would be well to stitch around them again, close to the edge, to 
give the bag a nice finish. 
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By Joanne Riordan 


Chocolate Pudding for Four Persons 


“ W WHAT shall we do?” Anne asked Susan White as 
they put the doll furniture away in Susan’s toy closet. 

“Oh, I don’t know. Vacation time is fun, but I miss school 
and our friends. Our woodcraft classes kept us busy last summer, 
but I'd like to do something different this year.” 

“What's the matter, girls? Looking for something to do al- 
ready?” Mrs. White laughed as she entered the room. 

“Yes, Mother. What shall we do?” Susan asked. 

“Maybe you girls would enjoy learning to cook. Would you 
like me to help you organize a Junior Chefs’ Club?” 

“Oh, that would be fun! Can we start today?” Anne inquired 
eagerly. 

“T think so. Wash your hands and come on out to the kitchen. 
The first rule of your club should be that hands must be washed 
before you begin to cook. Now what shall we make?” 

“A dessert, Mother.” 

“Something chocolate,” Anne added. 

“Fine. How about chocolate pudding? First, we'll get out all 
our utensils and supplies. We'll need: 


A saucepan 
A large spoon 
A measuring cup 


Four custard cups 
A package of chocolate-pud- 
ding mix 
2 cups of milk 


Let’s put everything on the worktable,” Mrs. White continued. 
“Anne, would you like to empty the mix into the saucepan? Then 
you may fill the measuring cup with milk up to the line marked 
‘one cup.’ Exact measurements are important. Pour the milk into 
the pan slowly, stirring to keep the mixture smooth.” 

Anne stirred briskly. 

“Now fill the measuring cup again and add it slowly,” Mrs. 
White directed. 

“Now, Susan, you may turn the burner heat to medium.” 

“Let’s take turns stirring,” said Anne. 

“All right, Susan, hold the. handle of the pan with this pot 
holder so it won’t get too hot for your hand.” Mother directed. 
“Stir continuously until the mixture begins to bubble, or boil. 
That takes about five minutes.” (Continued on page 27) 
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PEN PALS 

This column gives our readers 
(under 13 years of age) an op- 
portunity to know one another 
better. Among the names 
printed here we hope you will 
find the pen pal you have been 
looking for. We especially in- 
vite our foreign readers to send 
in their names. 

Nancy Davis (10), Berghoff 
Rd., Rte. 6, Fort Wayne 8, Ind.; 
Joy Bauer (11), Rte. 1, Byron, 
Ill; Marlene Stewart (11), 306 
Main St., Calais, Maine; Priscilla 
Huber (11), Rte. 1, Box 235, Syl- 
vania, Ohio; Victoria Raymond 
(10), Ashly Rd., Rte. 1, Ramona, 
Calif.; Wyvonna Mason (12), 
Newark, N.J.; Jim Skar (10), 
Edgewater, Wis.; Judy Gittner 
(10), 364 Lakelawn Blvd., Aurora, 
Ill.; Betty Lou Schuermann (10), 
Rte. 1, Newfoundland, N_J.; 
Martha Sweeney (10), 2644 SW 
26th St., Oklahoma City, Okla.; 
Alma Ferguson (9), 2632 SW 
26th St., Oklahoma City, Okla.; De- 
wayne Woods (9), 1707 Ocoee St., 


Chattanooga, Tenn.; Regina Fiore _ 


(11), 173 Winthrop St., Torring- 
ton, Conn.; Joyce Marie Lyall 
(11), Darlington, Md.; Bonnie 
Brady (10), 532 Athens Blvd., 
Los Angeles 44, Calif.; Charlotte 
Cannon (11), Rte. 1, Box 3, Pres- 
ton, Md.; Brenda Thereault (11), 
175 Tennyson Rd., Lakewood 5, 
R.I.; Carol McCutcheon (11), 2385 
Crawford St., Niagara Falls, Ont., 
Canada; Richard Mulvey (13), 149 
Colfax St., Providence 5, RL; 
Dolores Delphey (13), Box 111, 
Harpers Ferry, Iowa; Patricia 
Schutte (11), Rte. 2, Monte Vista, 
Colo.; Adelia Hedding (11), Wal- 
lingford, Vt.; Ann Atkinson (11), 
Box 241, Bassett, Nebr.; Richard 
Bourdeau (12), Walden, Vt.; Ter- 
ence Cooke (12), Box 17, Ward, 
Zealand; 
Frances Provine (12), West River 
Rd., Greenwood, Miss.; Julia Sharp 
(12), Arthur, Nev.; Mary Jane 
Busch (10), 1327 St. Marys Blvd., 
Jefferson City, Mo.; Elsie Mae 
Brown (10), Box G, Cascade, 
Mont.; Nancy Dickenson (9), Rivi- 
era Beach, Pasadena, Md.; Shirley 
Sorenson (9), Glenwood, Utah; 
Thomas Hansen (8), Rte. 2, Vine 
Grove, Ky. 
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“The mixture is boiling 
now,” said Mrs. White, “so 
we'll turn off the heat and pour 
the pudding into the custard 
cups and let it cool for half an 
hour. Then we'll put it in the 


refrigerator. When it is nice 
and cold we'll call Anne’s moth- 
er over and have a tea party.” 
“Oh, The Junior Chefs’ Club 
is fun!” both girls exclaimed. 
“Thanks for helping us.” 


“Let's wash our utensils now 
and put them away,” Susan 
suggested. 

“Yes, girls, that is always 
part of the fun,’ Mrs. White 
said smiling. 
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F YOU have not read the 
story “‘A Lesson for Jimmy” 
on page 8, we are sure that you 
will enjoy it. Certainly no WEE 
WIsDoM reader would ever treat 
one of God’s little creatures as 
Jimmy did, nor would anyone 
want to have such an awful 
dream. Send your letters about 
your pets to WEE WIsDoM, 
Lee’s Summit, Missouri. Be sure 
to give your name, age, and 
address. 


Dear Editor: My is a turtle. 
I suppose some people think that a 
turtle is not a very lively pet. That 
is why I am writing about him. He 
is quite lively and he likes to sun 
himself on the rocks. I have a bowl 
fixed up for him with stones on 
which he likes to climb. There is a 
little bit of water in behind the 
rocks, and he persists in trying to 
swim in that little bit of water and 
so he moves his rocks clear over to 
the other side of the bowl. I have 
a lot of fun watching him.—Mar- 
lene Johnson. 
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Dear Editor: I have what | 
would call a most unusual pet. Her 
name is Rose Bud. She is about ten 
weeks old. She is a skunk. She 
isn’t yet old enough to know many 
tricks. 

When Rose Bud was small we 
fed her with a doll bottle. But 
now she is too big. Rose Bud 
learned how to pon the nipple off, 
sO no more le!—Robin La 


Rue. 


Dear Editor: Ever since I have 
had WEE WisDom, I’ve enjoyed 
reading What Can Your Pet Do? 
Since we own a pup, I thought I'd 
write about him. We have an Eng- 
lish setter who is eleven months 
old, His name is Sunny Boy. Out- 
side in the back yard he has a huge 
house to himself. Dad built it for 
him. It is insulated and has straw 
to keep him warm in winter. He 
also has a swing door to go in and 
out of his kennel. I think he is very 
lucky. —Gail W bite. 


y& 


Dear Editor: My pet is a blue and 
gray parakeet. He sits on my 
shoulder and pretends he is asleep. 
He is quite young and climbs on 
my head and looks so nice. 

He can climb a ladder. I some- 
times call him Maestro when my 
sister plays the piano.—Roland 
Tiffany Benton. 


Dear Editor: My pet is a beautiful 
Irish setter named Bridget. She is 
two and a half years old. Bridget 
was sent to me as a gift from my 
uncle in Oklahoma who raises Irish 
setters. Her mother has won many 
awards in dog shows. 

Bridget can do several tricks. The 
cutest thing she does is to smile at 
me. She is a lot of company to me, 
since I have no brothers or sisters. 
—Cynthia Stuart. 


Dear Editor: 1 think you have the 
best page in the book. I think kind- 
ness to animals is part of God’s will. 
I have four cats and I am going to 
have some sheep. I have seen cats 
at places where they are not taken 
care of, and they do not seem hap- 

y at all. I have seen to my cats’ 
ppiness.—Carol Ann Tralnes. 
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Try This 
me: By Lena B, Ellingwood 
She By changing one letter at a time 
any we can change the word boy into 
man: 
we Change one letter in boy and 
But make something to play with. 
sud Now change one letter and make 
off, a heavy weight (two thousand 
La pounds). 
Again change one letter and get 
The Puzzle what the summer sunshine does to 
our skin. 
ave By Elizabeth A. Kilbourne Again change one letter and 
yed make man. ne 
? 
a The only vowel used in this puzzle is the letter A. ae | 
ng: Find These Flowers in | 
uge By Rosalie W. Doss 
for ry 3 A flower that rings a knell 
He Is Scotland’s blue - - - -. 
4 A flower with a dignified pose 
~ re 5 Is the sweet prim - - - -. 
ba Ns A flower that tells time, ticktock, 
Is the punctual four 0’- - - - - 
= The tallest flower in our block 
b a 1 is Is the stately holly ----. 
nd . A flower found in a shady spot 
xd Is the tiny forget-me- - - -. 


me- = 3 Blankety Blank 
in 
In each of the sentences below 
(+ 15 there are three blank spaces. First, 
guess correctly the words that fill 
‘ful the first two spaces. The third blank 
ite ib is to be filled by combining the | 
get words in the first two blank spaces. 
my Example: 
ale . Every man who has reached the age 
any of twenty-one has the right to 
manage his own affairs. 
The 1. He spent ---- time than 
> af ACROSS the other pupils -- his homework 
me, DOWN and as a result he didn’t have his 
4. A dish of cold green vege- 1. Friend. 2. She weighed over two bun- 
but she was not so 
6. A heavy stick. 3. Period of time. 3. In hot 
it. 7. Sweet potato. 4, Spreads sand. people -- the street at ----. 
rill. 9. Large covered wagon. 5. Loiter. 4. I -- going to visit my sister's 
to 10. Lick up. 6. Cry of sheep. ys will - pickure books 
. O----- em. 
ap- 13. Cunning. 12. Boy Ss name. the family carriage, for she was 
ats’ 14. Tasting of salt. 13. Pig pen. wearing her new green ----- 
16. No. 15. Boy. (Answers inside back cover) 
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Dear Boys and Girls: 

June days are vacation days. And happy vacation days they will be 
as we let God help us in our every need! We want to be happy, and God 
wants us to be happy. Joy and happiness come from God’s Spirit within 
us, and prayer is the pathway by which God sends us these gifts. God 
helps us to think, say, and do only that which will make us happy. So 
thankfully we sing: 

Happy am I, I'm glad, I’m happy, 
Happy am I, I’m glad today! 

The purpose of the club is to help boys and girls to think good 
thoughts, speak good words, and do good deeds. Our club meetings are 
held each month on these pages, where we publish as many as we can 
of the letters we receive from Boosters. 

One need not be a subscriber for WEE WisDoM in order to join 
the club, although we believe that every member would enjoy a sub- 
scription. There are no club dues. If you should like to become a mem- 
ber, just write Barbara Benson, WEE WIsDOM, Lee’s Summit, Missouri, 


and | shall be glad to mail you an application blank. 


Joyfully and lovingly, 
Barbara Benson, Secretary. 


Dear Barbara Benson: When I 
went swimming a few days ago one 
of my friends was afraid to jum 
off the diving board. She did f- 
nally after a lady held her hand. 
I teased her about it. Then some- 
one asked me to dive off the board. 
I had jumped off the board, but I 
had never dived, so I was a little 
scared. Then they teased me, and 
I knew how my friend had felt 
when I teased her. I think twice 
now when I am tempted to tease 
anyone or say anything unkind. I 
am trying to be kinder in my 
thoughts.—]udy. 

You are practicing the Gold- 
en Rule, Judy. Boosters try to 
think about others only what 
they would want others to think 
about them; to say to others 
what they would want others 
to say to them; to do for others 
only what they would want 
others to do for them. 
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Dear Barbara: Night after night 
I have said, “God bless each little 
girl and boy with peace and plenty, 
health and joy.” I have said the 
words without paying any attention 
to what they mean. Now when I 
say the words there comes into my 
mind a picture of many laughing, 
happy children working and play- 
ing together.—Ina. 

Your letter, Ina, shows us 
how important it is to think 
about the words we say. We 
want to say only good words 
and we want to enjoy the hap- 
piness that these words stand 
for by thinking about them and 
seeing in our mind what they 
mean. @ 


Dear Barbara: | am a new mem- 
ber and I do hope I can be a 
good one. I told the boys and girls 
at school about your club, and fif- 


teen want to join. So please send 
me fifteen application blanks, as 
I do not want to disappoint them. 
My teacher says the Good Words 
Booster Club is the finest club she 
has heard of. 

I am proud of my membership 
card and the copy of The Prayer of 
Faith, which I keep in my new 
Bible. I do wish that boys and 
girls everywhere could know about 
this club and could join it, too. I 
am inclosing twenty-five cents for 
the club pin.—Edgar. 


We are happy to send Edgar 
the application blanks for the 
use of his friends in school. - 
Family clubs, or clubs with 
friends in your neighborhood, 
in your school, or in your Sun- 
day school are fun. If you 
should like to form such a club, 
just write to me, and I shall be 
glad to help you. r 


Dear Barbara Benson: Our class 
was exchanging library books. My 
teacher asked me to change the 
cards in the books. I wrote the 
name of each person down on a 
slip of cardboard and then put the 
_ in a pile. Well, I lost the 


_pile of slips and I had to tell 


my teacher that they were lost. 
It looked as if I would have to 
ay for all the library books. Then 
said The Prayer of Faith, and 
God worked a miracle. A little girl 
named Carol found the slips. 
—Drew. 

God always answers our 
prayers, Drew. You asked God 
to help you. Often this help 
comes to you through ideas that 


| 
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He sends into your mind. But 
this time God sent the help 
through Carol. What some- 
times seems like a miracle to us 
is really the working out of 
God’s perfect plan of good for 


us all. 


Dear Barbara: 1 enjoy belonging 
to the Booster Club very much. I 
have trouble sometimes in control- 
ling my temper, but I keep on try- 
ing hard. Whenever I am tempted 
to say something hasty I try to re- 
member to say this line in The 
Prayer of Faith: “Patient, kind, and 
loving, too.” It helps me.—Jo. 

We, too, are glad that you 
are a member of our happy 
club, Jo. Here is a little game 
of make-believe you might play 
whenever you find yourself be- 
coming angry: 

Whenever I am angry 

I'll pretend I am a bird; . 

I'll sing just a little, 

But won’t say a word. 


Dear Barbara: One day I came to 
school knowing everything would 
go fine because God was my help. 
We past the first and second peri- 
ods. The third period was mathe- 
matics. The teacher told us that 
we were to have a test, which I had 
completely forgotten about. I knew 
I must pray and I asked God to 
help me. These verses came to my 
mind: “I can do all things in him 
that strengtheneth me” and ‘But 
if any of you lacketh wisdom, let 
him ask of God.” 

I proved that God was certainly 
with me.—Janice. 

Thank you, Janice, for shar- 
ing your experience with us. 
God is our help in studying and 
preparing our lessons. God ex- 
pects us to do our part by re- 
membering to study each lesson 
each day. This you had done, 
Janice, and when you prayed 
fear thoughts dropped away, 
and you were able to think 
clearly and to remember what 
you had learned. 


Table Blessing 
By Florence Taylor 


For food, dear God, 
I'm thanking You, 
For all your 
Loving-kindness, too. 


Dear Barbara: Today my mother 
went out to pick some flowers. I 
locked the door and was washing 
when she came on the porch. I 
made her a cup of tea to drink 
while I was preparing my “sur- 
prise.”” I did the dishes and put 
them away, and I cleaned every- 
thing before I let her in. She was 
very happy, and so was I. I am 
making a picture to hang on the 
wall and every time I do a good 
deed I color a piece of the picture. 
I believe if I do at least seven 
good deeds each day, I shall have 
many pictures——Mary (Canada). 

We like to think about your 
colorful pictures of happiness, 
Mary. Thank you for sharing 


with us this pleasing and help- 
ful plan. 8 


Dear Barbara: 1 would be very 
pleased if you would send me an 
application blank, so that I may 
become a member of the Good 
Words Booster Club. I have taken 
WeE WIsDOM magazine for about 
four years and I like it very much. 
I read the Booster Club page the 
first thing when I get WEE WIs- 
DOM each month. I know The 
Prayer of Faith from memory and 
often sing it. We often sing the 
hymn “Sun of My Soul” at Sun- 
day school or church. Every time 
we sing it my mind goes to The 
Prayer of Faith and the Good 
Words Booster Club. I am think- 
ing that there must be a great many 
boys and girls who remember the 
club when they sing this hymn. 
From this day forward I am going 
to be a good Booster.—Reva (Can- 
ada). 

Welcome, Reva, to our merry 


‘band of Boosters! As you fol- 


low carefully the rules of the 
Booster Club, you will see that 


being a member makes you 
healthier, happier, and more 
successful in all that you do. 
“Sun of My Soul” can be found 
in most church hymnals and to 
this tune we sing our club song 
The Prayer of Faith. 


Dear Barbara: 1 would like to 
become a member of the club. Last 
summer I was in the hospital, and 
WEE WispoM helped me out a lot. 
Last summer I got in the habit of 
praying when I became upset. It 
surprised me how well a prayer 
will work and how it comforted 
me.—Margaret Ellen. 

We are happy to send you 
an application blank, Margaret 
Ellen. Prayer is talking to God 
either silently or out loud and 
then listening for the message 
or direction that God sends 
through our thoughts. Prayer is 
feeling the warmth and the joy 
and the closeness of God in 
our heart. We know that God 
has planned to give us more 
good than we can know or ask 
for. And we pray to under- 
stand God’s plan so that we 
may prepare to receive greater 


good. 


Dear Barbara Benson: Last 
Thursday in our sewing class at 
school a girl came up to me and 
said that she couldn't thread her 
machine. She asked me if I knew 
how to thread it and would I please 
do it if I could. I said no. I really 
knew how to thread her machine, 
but I wanted to get on with my 
own sewing. Then all of a sudden 
I-remembered that I was a Booster. 
I put down my sewing and went 
over to the girl and helped her 
thread the machine. I was glad that 
I did help her—Swzanne (New 
Zealand ). 

You are a true Booster, Suz- 
anne. Members of the Good 
Words Booster Club are happy 
boys and girls because they are 
helpful and considerate of other 
persons at all times. 
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June Flowers 
By Sheryl Gaines (9 years) 
Atlantic, Iowa 


The pretty tulips bow down their 
eads, 

Of summer’s bright colors, blue, 
yellow, and red. 

All flowers are blooming so bright 
and gay. 

Mother nature does things in such 
a nice way. 


The Four Seasons 


By Alice Van Leunen (8 years) 
Evansville, Ind. 


Spring is full of gladness and cheer; 

We have so much fun year after 
year. 

Summer means parties and picnics 

and fun 

Under the bright golden sun. 

Fall, fall, how I love the fall! 

Fall is for hopscotch, jump rope, 
and ball. 

In winter we build snow men, snow 

forts, and such. 

Oh! I love the winter so very much. 


Mother’s Pan 


By Sharon Lee Ellis (10 years) 
Lowell, Mich. 


A pan was hanging on the wall, 
Not too big and not too small. 

If it were too big or yet too small, 
It couldn’t be hanging there at all. 


My Dolly 
By Gloria Pileri (6 years) 
Waukegan, Ill. 


I have a little dolly, 
She always sleeps with me. 
I never spank my dolly, 


June 


Because she’s nice as she can be. 


Because It Is Spring 
By Elizabeth Hall (10 years) 
Silver Spring, Md. 


The flowers are blooming, 
The sky seems to ring, 
The tree buds are popping 


Because it is spring! 


The children are playing, 
And, oh, how they sing. 

They sing about joy 
Because it is spring! 


The birds seem to fly back, 
And led by their king, 

They start building their nests 
Because it is spring! 


The robin goes flying, 
And ting-a-ling-ling, 
Joy rings from each house 
Because it is spring! 


The Owl 
By Mont Bush 
Kegley, W. 


I’m not a plane, 
I'm not a kite; 
I sleep of the day, 
And fly of the night. 
I have great big eyes, 
I hoot and howl; 
I'm very, very wise, 
I’m nothing but an owl. 


Spring 
By Daniel Epp (11 years) 
Hagensborg, B.C., Canada 
The flowers so gay 


Know spring’s on its way. 
And the birds so dear 


Know that springtime is here. 


It seems to me, 

(I’m a boy of eleven), 
That spring must be nearly 
As nice as heaven. 


My Feathered Friends | 
By Jo Ann Trisdale (10 years) 
Longview, Wash. 


My feathered friends 
They chirp and sing 

The glad news to bring. 
‘Tis spring! "Tis spring! 


My feathered friends 
Build their home 

In the old apple tree 
Outside my room. 


Four tiny eggs. 
In the nest do lay. 
They will become 
My feathered friends someday! 


In Spring 
By Pamela Jo Schoentgen 
(7 years) 
Frankfort, Ky. 


In ut ring the flowers bloom; 
ike to see them grow. 
The trees put on their leaves, 
The sunshine melts the snow. 
The raim comes down in spring 
To give the seeds a dri 
The sun is warm and bright; 
It makes the children blink. 


The Stars 


By Janice Malcolm (10 years) 
Huntington, W. Va. 


“In the night when you look at the 


stars 
They look just like gold; 
All the millions so bright 
Are a beautiful sight to behold. 
They glitter and twinkle up there 
in the sky, 
While the big moon looks on 
with delight. 
And together they shine with all 
their might 
To give us light in the night. . 
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The Old Birch Tree’ 
By Rose Marie Kish (12 years) 
Racine, Wis. 


There’s an old birch tree in our 
yard; 
How long it’s stood there, I don’t 
_know. 
Its towering branches reach for the 
sky; 
It nie there through rain and 
snow. 


It’s very, very beautiful, 
Though it’s stood through many 
a gale; 
I'm sure, though, that if it could 
alk 


t 
It would tell a wonderful tale. 


It must be very old and great; 
To the west it seems to lean. 
During the winter it’s brown and 

bare, 
But in spring it’s a lovely green. 


It stands here on and on, 


Looking down on us and our 


home; 
And always welcomes us back 
No matter how far we roam. 


My High Chair 
By Henrietta Grant (7 years) 
Sault Ste. Marie, Ont., Canada 


I have a little high chair, 
It is so very small. 

I can hardly sit in it 
Because I am so tall. 


The Slide 
By Karen Sue Brown (6 years) 
Los Angeles, Calif. 


Here I go. 
Down, down, down! 
I just now landed 
On the ground. 


Little 
By David Lewis (5 years) 
Lansing, Mich. 


There is a little birdie in our tree, 
She sings as sweetly as can be; 
She takes a bath right in our yard, 
While her mother stays on guard. 


Editor’s Note 


What to send us for these pages: 
Your own stories and poems. 
Please do not copy. 

When to send it: At least four 
months before the number it 
is to be used in. If your poem 
or story is for November, it 
would be better to send it now. 

How to prepare it: Write plainly. 
Give your name, address, and 
age. Inclose a note from a par- 
ent or teacher assuring us that 
the work is your own, not 
copied. Stories should not be 
longer than 250 words. 

Where to send it: Address your 
letter to Wee Wisdom Writ- 
ers’ Guild, Lee’s Summit, Mo. 

Who can have his work pub- 
lished: Any reader under fif- 
teen years of age who has not 
had his work published on 
these pages within a year. 
We regret that we cannot re- 

turn unused contributions. 


Columbus’s Ships 
By Sally Mackie (9 years) 
Easthampton, Mass. 
I’m one of Columbus’s ships. 
I sailed across the sea, 
And just because I did that 
Lots of people know about me. 


Things God Has Given to 


Me 


By Charlene Sheafer (13 years) 
Upland, Calif. 


I love all the things that are so free, 

The things that God has given to 
me. 

I love the clouds so fluffy white, 

The moon that shines all through 
the night, 

The sun so bright and fiery red, 

The stars that twinkle overhead, 

The rain ,that comes a-pouring 
down, 

The snow that covers all the 
ground, 

The wind that comes a-whirling 
through 

The flowers kissed by morning dew. 

These things to me will always be 

The things that God has given to 
me. 


The Crow, an Unexpected 
Visitor 
By Dave Walter (10 years) 
Keokuk, Iowa 


We called him Joe. He landed 
on our window one morning. He 
walked along all our windows, then 
came in and got on the table. He 
even ate corn out of our hands 
and perched on a chair in our 
room. He tried to open our Red 
Cross boxes and tried to open a 
sack that was on the table. We set a 

an of water in the window, and 

he picked it up and dropped it. 
We had a paper tablecloth, but he 
tore some of it off. He even hid 
corn under it. He opened a book 
once and he tried to pull down 
the shade twice. 

The first grade came to see Joe. 
The fourth-grade teacher, the prin- 
cipal, and the janitor came, too. 
They all thought he was funny. 

We think the funniest thing he 
did was when he swooped down 
and took a pair of scissors off the 
table and flew to a nearby tree. 
After a while he dropped them. 
Carol got them, but they were 
broken. He didn’t come back after 
that, but we were hoping he would. 


My Wish 


By David Wakeman (11 years) 
Bloomfield, N.J. 


I wish I had an airplane 
So I could fly away; 
Then I could see the whole wide 
world 
Every single day. 


I'd fly from pole to pole, I would, 
And see so many things; 

I'd see a lot of far-off people, 
If only I had wings. 


I'd go straight over Mexico, 
And on to see Peru; 
Or I'd go to distant Australia 
And see a kangaroo. 
The Fireplace 


By Marshall Moore (9 years) 
Dahlgren, Va. 


The fireplace is very bright, 
It’s very warm and cozy; 

At night it gives a lot of light 
And makes our room look rosy. 
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THIS IS 


SARAH 


Designed by Nancy Morris 
(11 years) 
Redrawn by Dorothy Wagstaff 


If you are under 13 years of age you may submit your own original drawing of a doll and 
its wardrobe. 
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God’s Lamps 


By Annie Laurie Von 
Tungeln 
God has hung His golden 
lamps 


In azure fields above 
To tell us of His guiding care, 
His goodness, power, and 
love. 
His daytime lamp, the jolly 
sun, 
Finds one of its best joys 
In smiling on their faces 
To waken girls and boys. 
His evening lamps, the moon 
and stars, 
Are like a watchful band 
That leads us on our peaceful 
way 
To quiet slumberland. 


The Lost Smile 


(Continued from page 16) 


every day for a long, long time, 
and one day her mother said 
to her, “Tina, you make me 
happy because I can trust you!” 

And there was Mother’s 
smile! 


Answers to Puzzles 


The “A” Puzzle 

ACROSS 

2. Sad. 4. Salad. 6. Bat. 7. Yam. 
9. Van. 10. Lap. 11. Add. 13. Sly. 
14. Salty. 16. Nay. 
DOWN 

1. Pal. 2. Sat. 3. Day. 4. Sands. 
5. Dally. 6. Baa. 8. May. 12. Dan. 
13. Sty. 15. Lad. 

Try This 

1. Toy. 2. Ton. 3. Tan. 4. Man. 
Find These Flowers in Rhyme 

1. Bell. 2. Rose. 3. Clock. 4. 
Hock. 5. Not. 
Blankety Blank 
Less On _ Lesson 
Fat Her Father 
No On Noon 
Am Use Amuse 
Sat In Satin 


Sparkle Firefly 3 
ight Goes Out 


ae 
y \ Little Sparkle Firefly was supposed 
Vi I! \\ to sleep all day and at night turn 
n his light and either work or play. But sometimes 
he would oversleep; then with a gentle shake his 
mother would remind him he’d forgotten to awake. 
ning when he should have been awake and 
d he saw his mother standing near. ‘‘It’s time 
you're up,” she said. “Your sister Twinkle has been 
out at least an hour or more. She must be lost; she 
has never stayed away so long before. I wish you 
would go and find her. Have you cleaned your little 
light? She knows full well she’s not supposed to stay 
out half the night.” 

“T'll find her for you, Mother,” said Sparkle with 
a smile. ‘Both of us will be back home in just a little 
while.” 

“Be sure dnd hold your flashlight so it can be 
plainly seen,” his mother said, inspecting it to make 
e it was clean. 

e lifted both his wings and waved and said 
nt for Twinkle just as fast 


e had scarcely started when he saw a crocus 
blgém. He turned his light on extra bright and came 
wn with a zoom! The petals were so slippery that— 
lip, slide, skid, kerthud! Sparkle did a tail spin and 
—-splat, splash—sat in the mud! 

“Oh, dear me,” sighed Sparkle as he flipped and 
flopped about. “I can’t find my sister now; my little 
light is out.” 

If you would like to know what happened to 
Sparkle after his light went out, and whether he found 
his little sister Twinkle, you can find the whole story. 


Smith. This book has many more stories, 
too. There’s one about Wiggie Worm, 
Ringo Raccoon, Tippy the Snow-Shoe 
abbit, and lots a others. Each story 
ig to go with it, so you can 
see these new friends of yours 
look{ Ask Mother or Daddy to order 
Crybaby Kangaroo for 
you; the book only 
costs $1. 
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in the book Crybaby Kangaroo, by Georgia Tucken 
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